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one, met with an odd accident enough, Mr. Walpole
had a little fat black spaniel, that he was very fond of,
which he sometimes used to set down, and let it run
by the chaise side. We were at that time in a very
rough road, not two yards broad at most; on one side
was a great wood of pines9 and on the other a vast
precipice; it was noon-day, and the sun shone bright,
when all of a sudden, from the wood-side (which was
as steep upwards, as the other part was downwards)
out rushed a great wolf, came close to the head of the
horses, seized the dog by the throat, and rushed up
the hill again with him in his mouth. This was done in
less than a quarter of a minute ; we all saw it, and yet
the servants had not time to draw their pistols, or do
anything to save the dog. If he had not been there, and
the creature had thought fit to lay hold of one of the
horses, chaise, and we, and all must inevitably have
tumbled above fifty fathoms perpendicular down the
precipice. The seventh we came to Lanebourg, the last
town in Savoy; it lies at the foot of the famous mount
Cenis, which is so situated as to allow no room for
any way but over the very top of it. Here the chaise
was forced to be pulled to pieces, and the baggage
and that to be carried by mules. We ourselves were
wrapped up in our furs, and seated upon a sort of
matted chair without legs, which is carried upon poles
in the manner of a bier, and so begun to ascend by
the help of eight men. It was six miles to the top,
where a plain opens itself about as many more in
breadth, covered perpetually with very deep snow,
and in the midst of that a great lake of unfathomable
depth, from whence a river takes its rise, and tumbles
over monstrous rocks quite down the other side of the